20    THE   AUTHOR  PUTS   IN   A  WORD
One of my friends passed the only remaining
bridge over the Loire at Orleans while the
German 'planes were machine-gunning the
vehicles stuck on it; he escaped by crouching
underneath the big lorries.
And all the time the Germans were behind
them. And all the time those hundreds
of thousands of people, men, women and
children, got little to eat, and had to sleep
in their cars or in the barns by the roadside,
always running the risk of falling far behind
if they rested. And all the time they knew
nothing of what was happening beyond their
range of vision; they might occasionally pick
up an old newspaper or a distorted piece of
news which someone pretended to have heard
on the wireless. And all the time .gruelling,
terror-spreading rumours flew with them.
They passed through deserted villages and
through others which people abandoned to
join in the flight. They would pass farms
where unmilked cows mooed with pain and
sheep and swine and poultry would run into
the road, creating confusion, to be chased
and eaten or simply run over. They saw
the crops standing ripe waiting for the
reaper who never came And they saw
corpses lying by the roadside or in abandoned
cars. And the column moved on.